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Gregor at once raised his voice. Emphasising every word,
-fie commanded:
" I order you to return! Do you know what the
regulations prescribe for refusing to obey your commander
in the field ? "
* The words had their effect: Pantaleimon Prokoffievich
adjusted the rifle across his shoulder and reluctantly trudged
back. As he drew level with one of the old men, who was
walking along even more slowly, he said with a sigh :
" That's what our sons are like these days ! Instead of
having respect for his parent, or, as you might say, releasing
him from fighting, he tries to get him ... to go right into it!
Ye-es ! Now my dead Piotra, may the Lord have mercy
on him, was far better. He was a quiet sort, but this dafty,
Grishka I mean, though he is a divisional commander, and
rightly so, and all the rest of it, he's different. I'm all over
bruises, and I mustn't touch one of them ! At my age it'll
i>e like sitting on red-hot needles when I climb on to the
stove/'
The Tatarsk cossacks were made to see reason without
any great difficulty! Gregor quickly assembled the entire
company, and led it under cover. Without dismounting he
curtly explained:
" The Reds have crossed the river and are trying to
occupy Vieshenska. Fighting has started along the Don.
It's no joking matter, and I don't advise you to run for
nothing. If you run a second time I shall order the cavalry
at Yerinsk to cut you down as traitors 1 " He ran his eyes
^pver the crowd of his fellow villagers, taking in their motley
Ittire, and ended with undisguised contempt: " You've got
a lot of scum collected in your company, and they're spreading
panic. Fine fighters you are, running away and making a
mess in your trousers ! And you call yourselves cossacks,
too ! And you, old men, you keep your eyes on me! You've
said you'll fight, so there's no point in your hiding your
heads between,your legs now. At once, in troop order,
double across to those bushes and through them to the Don !
Then along by the Don to the Semionovsky company.
When you link up with them, strike at the Reds, taking
them in the flank. Quick march ! And look slippy ! "
The Tatarsk villagers listened in silence, and as silently
made their way towards the bushes. The old men groaned